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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Well, as you see, | can't, just CAN'T quit Patti character. 
Sorry! :) 


Please, read and write what you think 


After the accident on Rhodes Robert sat encased in plaster in the residence on Jersey island, resting and 
undergoing, albeit reluctantly, treatment and rehabilitation 


Benji LeFevre was looking after him carefully, gaining the opportunity to get to know his employer pretty well 
Even better than both of them would have wished, taking into account the fact that Robert was unable to 
perform the simplest hygienic activities by himself. 

Some time had passed. Robert was getting bored and gaining weight from sitting on the wheelchair and drinking 


beer. 


Benji and was almost completely exhausted - physically and mentally - because Robert was not the easiest 


patient to deal with. 


One day, SHE appeared on the island. A seventeen-year old Jimmy's sister, who also suffered in that accident. 
She had some bones in her wrist broken, cracked femur and a lot of superficial scratches, but she was getting 
well much faster than Robert or his wife. It was that fast, that she was able to come to the island alone, 


without help. 


Robert greeted her warmly. It was a nice change after daily meetings with Benji. They exchanged pleasantries, 
asked each other about health. Robert complained slightly on their sad fate, but he was honestly worried by 
Patti's wrist. 


- The doctors told me that | will never play the guitar again - she said, with her voice breaking. 


- But that's not an option. | decided that | can't give up. | will learn to play with the other hand. I'm left- 
handed, it can't be that difficult. Anyway, I'm not the first and not the last .. - she stared at her mutilated 
hand. 


Robert knew that even though he couldn't see any damage from the outside, only a scar, still red after 
surgery, those small bones inside were shattered. It was a miracle that she was still able to move her fingers 


anyway. 
- You need rehabilitation - he said. 


- Yes, that's why l'm here. The man who rehabilitates you is supposed to take care of my hand too. That's 
how Peter organized it. Tomorrow | have an appointment with the doctor, they will take another x-ray, | guess, 


and then | will start exercises. 


- I'm sure that everything will be ok. Knowing you, I'm sure that you won't give up - he stroked her soft 


cheek. 


She was causing strange feelings in him. Care, tenderness .. And something else, what he didn't want to admit 
even to himself. 


She sighed deeply, he felt warmth on his hand. 


The next days passed similar to those which Robert spent with Benji, but merrier. She brought joy to their 
boring life. They were talking often and long, sometimes about complete foolishnesses, trivialities, sometimes 


about the music or history. They shared passion to the old times and music. 


Benji was rubbing his eyes in amazement, when she was absorbed by the discussion She had so much charm 
then! He never consider her as a beauty. In his opinion she was rather typical teenager, with hands a bit too 
long and slightly awkward movements. She was blushing at unexpected moments. But when her green eyes 
flashed flames during a fierce debate, or when she was thoughtfully frowning while listening to the arguments 
of Robert, she was almost .. beautifull 


But what was surprising Benji the most, was that Robert was gazing at her with a strange gleam in his eye. 
Benji came to the conclusion that weeks of seclusion, away from beautiful women, made this poor womanizer 


hungry. But to be interested in such a kid ..? Oh, well.. 
Physiotherapist came and took care of her wrist. 


It was sad to watch her suffer. She was brave, but not once she was swallowing tears. Those two, Benji and 
Robert, heard her everyday practicing on the guitar, exercising chords with right hand. Sometimes they heard 
her angry shouts when it didn't go as good as she expected. 


Once, on a particularly difficult day for her, they heard her acoustic guitar shattering on the wall 
Robert asked Benji to push his wheelchair to her. They had a long talk. 


Benji left them alone, only checking from time to time if Robert needs anything. When he did it for the last 
time, he saw them in rather unusual position She sat on the floor with head resting on his knee, while he was 
stroking her hair. In the end, Robert took few bottles of beer and they went for a walk around the garden 
belonging to the property. She was pushing his wheelchair. 


Benji sighed with relief and sat on the terrace, enjoying himself with his own bottle. 


He didn't know what the others were talking about, but that night something changed. She tried to be more 
restrained, she was playing better and better every day. 


Sometimes the owner of the property where they stayed was inviting them for lunch or dinner, but 
essentially, they spent a lot of time together. 


It turned out to be very helpful for Benji, because Patti did a lot of things around Robert, which didn't have to 
be done by Benji himself. He was no longer a bottle washer for him, because Robert somewhat bridled his 
demands. And on the other side, she was eagerly helping him. 


One day, Robert was extremely demanding. In the morning he was talking with his wife on the phone and it 
threw him off-balance. He drank more beer than usual and fell into a somber mood. Patti seemed not to pay 
attention. She was very patient for him. 

- Don't drink so much beer. You going to look like a pig - she told him at some point. 

- What do you mean: like a pig? - he frowned. 

- Just like that. Normally. You have too less physical activity, drink barrels of beer, so you gain weight and 


have bad moods. You need to slow down a little, because soon you won't be able to put your old clothes on 


when they will free you from this - she pointed his plaster. 


Benji secretly smiled He had exactly the same opinion, but didn't dare to state it. This young girl had a courage. 


- Just look at this! - she pinched him on roll of fat, clearly visible under his t-shirt. He slapped her hand. She 
threw her head back and laughed aloud. 


Chapter Two 


Robert used to go to bed rather late, later than she did, but she was trying to help him to wash up before 


her sleep. 


Benji was taking care of more "comprehensive" washing, but she also could be helpful. Her hand armed with 
sponge gently massaged his skin. Robert was afraid to admit to himself how much pleasure it was giving him. 
Benji was doing those things in a mannish way - briefly and effectively. It would be awkward indeed if he did it 
differently, especially in the.let's say.. downstairs department. And she.. Well, she put so much tenderness in 
those activities! 


That evening, she was helping him again. 

He watched her from under lowered eyelids. Hair was flowing down her face, she was brushing it away from 
time and time impatiently. When she was leaning over him, he took a glance behind neckline of her blouse. 
Alcohol circulating in his veins told him only the improper thoughts. He wanted to be able to embrace her 
waist and hide his face in her clothes, to enjoy her delicate scent. She was using cheap, fruity perfume, which 


he associated with youth. He loved it. 


She laughed, tying his hair in a ponytail, so as not to wet it, then soaped hand and gently washed his face. She 
said that she didn't want to scratch it with sponge. 


He didn't say a word, but could tell her that he's not a woman, so his skin is easily able to endure washing 
even with a rough side of a sponge. Not to mention the fact that he could wash his face by himself with no 
problem. But he was just too glad of the warm touch of her hand. 


She washed his neck, unwittingly and pleasantly arousing an Adam's apple, then she took care of the torso. He 
sat as comfortably, as his plaster allowed him and closed his eyes. He had to hold back greatly, to not to 


imprison her in his arms. 
Finally she finished and went to prepare for sleep. Robert opened another beer. 


Time was passing slowly. Robert watched some ty, but couldn't focus on it. He was sure that she went to bed 
long time ago. He had heard her taking shower and imagined her naked body enveloped in soap foam. At the 
mere mention he felt growing erection. His hand moved toward the hot penis. Fingers clenched around it and 


massaged it slightly. It was obvious that the accident had not the slightest effect on his libido. For that, 


because of injuries, he suffered from abstinence, which worsened the situation 
His moves were becoming faster and faster. He was hot, sweat trickling down his forehead, he felt that the 
finish is near. A moment later he exploded in his own hand, spreading semen on his just so carefully washed 


torso. For a moment he propped his head against the headrest. 


"Damn it .." he muttered, wondering how on earth he will be able to wash himself. But he found a way. 


Behind the ajar door there was Patti, watching Robert with flaming cheeks. 


It was sultry and she couldn't sleep, so she lay in her room and read. When she finally felt tired enough to 
turn the light off, she decided to go to Robert's room first and see for the last time if he didn't need 
anything. 


Instead, she saw what she saw. Her pulse quickened suddenly, heart almost jumped out of her chest. With 
some kind of amusement she watched as Robert moves with some difficulty to the bathroom to wash away 
an evidence of his momentary weakness. Then she fled to her room. 


Delicate body between her thighs was moist and throbbing. 


She wanted to calm down, but it was not that easy. She found that scene to be extremely sexy. She had no 
idea that this what men do in the privacy of their bedrooms can be so ... stimulating! 


After half an hour she pulled herself together and went to Robert again. 
This time, she just knocked on his door and entered. He sat in a wheelchair, watching tv. 


"Still not sleeping?", he asked. 


"Too hot. | thought that you can't sleep too and you may need something. Maybe something to drink? | can 


bring your water or make tea" 


"You know .. maybe it's a good idea. Can you find some ice? I'd like a lemonade with ice", said Robert, looking at 


her nightgown. 


It was a bit shapeless and probably too big, but with one big advantage. It was made of very thin, not 
completely, but almost transparent fabric. Robert could imagine that if one would illuminate Patti from behind, 
he would be able to see her naked body in smallest details. The nightgown was hanging on Patti's shoulders 
thanks to narrow shoulder straps. Those straps had a disturbing tendency to falling on the sides. She had to 


correct them constantly, 


Patti willingly agreed to make his lemonade and soon returned with a large glass full of refreshing drink She 


set it on the night table. 

"Don't you want to go to bed?", she asked Robert. " I'll help you, you won't have to do it alone." 

Robert accepted her help. He was afraid though that she wouldn't be able to support his weight, but she coped 
with it. She seemed so small and petite. She had a body structure similar to Jimmy's, but Jimmy was nearly 


as tall as Robert, and Patti was a head and a half smaller. 


Robert inadvertently hurt her injured wrist. 


She didn't scream, nor moaned. She only bit her lip, which drew his attention. He wanted to punch himself 


straight into the head. 

Once she helped him to snuggle down more or less comfortably in bed, Robert gently grabbed her hand and 
planted a kiss on the scarred wrist. The view wasn't nice, but he knew that those marks will pale in a passage 
of time. 

Her skin was very soft. She didn't take the hand. She even squeezed his fingers. 


- Thank you, my dear.. - he whispered, looked up and boggled. 


When Patti lowered her hand, a shoulder strap fell off from her shoulder, which she didn't notice. In front of 
his eyes appeared a naked breast, with pink, delicate nipple. 


She followed his gaze and quickly smarten herself up, blushing violently. Robert again felt a tingling in the lower 
abdomen Unconsciously he licked his lips. 


She blinked. 
- Is there anything more that | can do for you? - she asked, trying to behave as if nothing had happened. 
- And could you ..? -= he asked softly, almost as if to himself. 


- What do you want, then? A blow job? - she burst out laughing, which, however, got stuck in her throat 
when she took a look into Roberts shining eyes. 


She just recalled a masturbating Robert. And again - she felt moisture between her thighs. 

- You're very direct. What would you do if it was exactly this what | want? Would you be surprised? 
- Not more than you would, if | actually did it, | suppose. 

Robert licked his lips again. 

- Not that | want to challenge you, but | don't think that you'd dare. 

Patty didn't answer. She turned around and walked to the door. 

He sighed deeply. Yes, he said too much and she deserted. Too bad. 

But a second later his heart stopped for a while. He heard her locking the door. 


Then she turned once again and slowly took off the shoulder straps. Nightgown softly slumped to the floor. She 
stood in front of him completely naked. 


He couldn't believe it. Her slender body was curved in the right places. She smiled shyly at him, not hiding 
anything. 


Robert touched his bulge, throbbing almost painfully. He was ogling her. Her mouth ajar were so kissable, her 


firm breasts were begging for caresses. 


She approached slowly, giving him time to take a good look at her. Robert took advantage of every second given 


him. When she was just centimeters away, he was ready. 


Patti's long fingers easily freed his hard penis. On its tip there was a one, transparent drop. 
He didn't manage to blink when her hot lips closed around the penis’ head and tasted that saltiness. Her 
hardened nipples were touching his leg as she was kneeling. He had to touch them. Patti moaned when she felt 


his fingers on delicate skin 
Robert lost control. 


Suddenly, somehow she was on top of him, impaled on his big dick, imprisoned by strong arms, almost choked 


by relentless tongue and hungry lips. 
He wasn't able to move, so she had to take the initiative. And, oh, she did. 


She was riding him passionately, dripping in sweat, being cautious to not hurt his broken leg. Robert was 
cursing that goddamn accident. He wanted to grab her hair and fuck her hard and then calm her and love 


tenderly, but he couldn't. 


He wanted to caress her all night long, but she didn't let him. She was so hot and aroused that there was no 
possibility to stop her. With each and every move she was closer to the orgasm. He could see it on her sweet 


face. 


He wanted to be responsible and watch out, but when a huge wave of pleasure suddenly struck her and left 
her sobbing with face hidden on his chest, he exploded. He knew that this was highly inappropriate, but couldn't 
help it. He just hugged her tight, stroked her hair and was listening to her heart beating next to his own. They 
let their juices to flow out of her body freely. 


Robert already knew. He lost. He was in love. 


